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Mr. Sli(dc, till T got a braiudi oft' of that applo-troo. Oh dear! bow
,swe(>t it .Mtiit'Us."

Well I tnnix her in my arms and lifted hor up, but she was a long

time a ehoosin' of a wreath, :ind that one she put round my hat, and
then she gathered some sprigs for a nosegay.

" Don't hold me so high, please. There smell that, aint it beau-

tiful!;' 1 hope 1 aint a showin' of my ankles."

" Luey, how my heart beats," sain F, and it did too, it thundered

like a sledgtsdianimer : I aelilly thought it would have tore my waist-

coat buttons off. " Don't you hear it go bumj), bump, bump, Luey '{

1 wonder if it over busts like a biler; for hohlin' sueh a gall as you
be, T^uey, in oiu^'s arms aint safe, it is as miudi as oiui's

—

"

" Don't be silly," said she, larfm', "or I'll get right down tluM

minit. No," she said, " I don't hear it l)e! i . I don't beli(!ve you'vo

got any heart at all."

"There," siiid 1, bringin' her a Httlo farther forward, "don't you
bear it lunv '( Listen."

"No," said she, "it's iiotliin' b'Jt your wa(<'h liekin'," and she

larfed lik(^ anylhin'; " I thought so."

" You haven't got no iieart at all, have you*/" sais f.

" It never has Ixion tried yet," said she. " 1 hardly know whether

I have one or not.
'

"(Ml! then you don't know whether it is in the right j)lace or

not."

" Yes it is," said she, a j)ullin' of my whiskers; "yes it is just in

the right place, just when; it ought to be," and she put my hiirid (lu

it; "when; else would you iiavo it, dear, but wlirn! it is'/ Ibit,

bush!" said she; "
I saw I'lunieo Snare; just now; she is a eomin*

round the turn there Set, mo (htwn <piiek, jtlense. Ain't it pro-

vokin' i* that gjill fiiirly h;unts mt;. I Ii(i|ie slu; didn't sec me in

your arms.'
" ri' lift hn- up to tli( tree too," sais I, " if ym like

; jiiid then—

"

"Oh no!" said she, " it aiiii. worth while I (Imi't cure what sho

says or thinks om snap ^^'( my linger," and advam-in' rapidly, held

out the nosegay, and prcscinted it to (he ('a]»fin.

" Ah !" s;».is I,gM//ur sadly over h<'r shoulder, " here cdincs Snrrow."

"Sorrow!" said both tlm young ladicis at onet.

" Ves, Sorrow," sais I ; "d-ti't you see liim V and as they turned

round, they both exclaim<;d :

" Why, it's only a niggar !"

" Yes, but hi.s Manj(! is Sorrow, and lie is the bearer of bad news,

L know."
" ('aptin," said the darkie mesBenger, " Massa Pilot, .^ay, pleaso^

come on board, Sar; tide is all right fer crossin' dc, !.,4r, if der is d«

leastest morsel of wind in d(! worlil."

Well that i.s pi(»vokiu' !" said Lucy<(


